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FOR YOU 


I will provide a ballet of sound, 
detail your days 
| with skies, | 


blushes, 


and song, 


build for you memories 
of fingers 
tucked 
into blue-jeaned 
back pockets. 


I will dream you 
between sunset 
and flame 
alive 
with red wonder. 


DEAR MARYBETH [WHILE YOU SAY GOODNIGHT] 
DERELICT 

BAD POSTURE 

SNAPSHOTS 


DEAR MARYBETH [THE SUN Is KIND TODAY] 
Ur To 

IN THE VINEYARD 

AGAIN 


DEAR MARYBETH [SCOTLAND RAINS DOWN ON ME] 
RAIN 

Lost A LITTLE 

SHE GAVE ME 


DEAR MARYBETH [I CAN’T SEEM TO SLEEP] 
COME HOME 

IN My POCKET 

FALLING 


DEAR MARYBETH [I AM] 
IN LOVE 
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Dear Marybeth, 


While you say goodnight 

to your flower garden 

growing on the coffee table 

and blow a kiss to 

the dripping yellow moon, 

while you open up your windows 

to sleep inside the purple clover breeze 
and, lulled by its slow singing, 


slide into dreams, 


J am jumping trains across Europe, 
straining awake 

so that the sketchy man two cars down 
will not steal my luggage while I sleep... 


DERELICT 


I fell in love with a homeless man. 

He wore broken shoes and a farmer’s tan; 
I think it might have been 

his grubby smile that hooked me in. 


He had a handful of dreams for sale, 
and a plan to step outside his pale 
life for good. I said, “Man, 


when you go, take me with you.” 
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BAD POSTURE 


He walks as if he carries wings. 


He smiles like his lips hide the sun. 


(He has swallowed the sun, 
it glows through his body.) 


Light pours from him. 
He smiles enormously, 
bends his back, 

puts weight on his feet, 
walks, and balances wings. 


And I’d like to push him 
off a building. 

Yeah, 

I'd like to see that boy fly. 
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SNAPSHOTS 


Ls 
Sick boy watches the kites, 
palms hard-pressed to glass 


on the wrong side of clouds. 


he 

Wax wings slip 

beneath water-lily waves 
drowning Icarus. 


Ds 

The way grass sways 
to the shape of the sky 
birds bend 


to the curve of the world. 
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Dear Marybeth, 


The sun is kind today; 
Philadelphia winters 
seem years away from me 


in this garden in Italy. 


But this country holds surprises. 


The wine-flavored sun 
can pour itself 
into a seven week rain 


just like that. 


I have to be careful of drowning. 
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Ur To 


Sky fits itself to the mold of the mountains. 
Wind weaves old lies, stories told of the mountains. 


My arms were full with the firmness of you; 
blue fingers thin with the cold of the mountains. 


Ravens dip, dancing on wings edged with ash, 
flashing—they fall to the fold of the mountains, 


lending their weight to the shape of the sky, 
dying the thick liquid gold of the mountains. 


You whistle through your teeth “Kiss Molly’s Lips.” 
This makes the memory I hold of the mountains. 
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IN THE VINEYARD 


Under Chardonnay skies 

I have never felt more alive than this 
with you 

daytime drunk, 


outside. 


Spencer sings, 
trading Anna in 
for me. 

We breathe Italy 
through our skin, 
drinking the sun 


under Chardonnay skies. 
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AGAIN 


your name 
is a handful of headache. 


It keeps me from sleep. 


He lies 
untroubled beside me 
adrift in wine-red dreams. 


He smiles 
and folds to me 
in comfort I can’t reach. 


Night rasps 
its hours over us. 
I count his breaths in vain. 


Dawn comes 
and undoes me 
with incessant, speaking rain 


that tells 

of how it’s memorized 

your face, 

but never learned your name. 
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Dear Marybeth, 


Scotland rains down on me. 

I wish you were here 

to hear the pipers; 

they remind me of home. 
You should go 

to the college today 

to hear them play at twilight, 
then you can feel where I am, 
these wide and lonely spaces. 
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RAIN 


And me a red flag 
scraped against 

the green-smudged air, 
bending 


towards shore. 
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LosT A LITTLE 


On a train through the Highlands, 
rain lies lightly 


against cold glass. 


I told him, 
“Tt could be wet footprints 
of fairies.” 


He smiled, 
sarcastic eyes to the sky, 


and folded back into his book. 


I watched passengers, 

made small talk in my head, 
and waited 

for my chance to leave him. 


Turns out 

he left me, 

taking November with him, 
the Highlands 

and John Lennon. 

My favorite things 

he took. : 


He left 

cold wet footprints 
of fairies, 

laid lightly 


over me. 
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SHE GAVE ME 


a photograph of us 
waiting for a bus. 
It must be 

2:30 in the a.m. 


It looks like 
we've had enough 
of the city, 


of each other, 
but I know 


we are just tired, 
not sick. 


20 


Dear Marybeth, 


I can’t seem to sleep. 

I found your letter 

from last summer 

in the pocket of these jeans. 


Sometimes when I think of going home 
it hurts to breathe. 


It isn’t that I don’t miss things, 
it’s that sometimes 
I feel like running. 


I don’t know how your letter 
managed to find its way here. 
I guess your magic travels far; 
strong enough to see by in the dark. 
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COME HOME 


I will plant flowers in your room. 
I know you hate when they are cut. 
I will pull the curtains back so you can see the moon. 


If you wake up frighten-blinded, they will not be shut. 


Should you cry out in your sleep, 
I'll chase away the ghosts you see; 
If troubled by the noises of the company you keep, 


I will wait away from you with patience till you want me. 


The house kept in simple style, 
a garden to walk at your will, 
come stay in the sun a while, 
come home so you can heal. 
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IN My POCKET 


I write her letters 
on napkins, 
receipts, 

sugar packets, 


anything I can fold 
into an envelope, 
stamp, 

and send. 


She is my favorite 
traveling companion. 


I remember her 

in pleasing shades 
and write to her 

of the strangers 

I encounter on trains. 


Ye 


FALLING 


Shy-shouldered mountains 


Folded like wings. 


On our backs, counting clouds, 
holding time by the wrist. 


Folded to you, 


memorizing your skin. 


Holding my breath 


as the mountains hold sky. 
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Dear MaryBeth, 


Iam 

for a moment 

on a beach in Cinque Terra 
with a bottle of wine, 
watching the moon rise. 
My hands are buried 

to the knuckles 

in fine white sand, 

that slipped, 

a million small stars 
through clouds 

and dusted the shore. 


On the horizon, 
angels fall 
honey-slow 

like leaves 

into the sea. 


I fall too. 


io 


IN LOVE 


To persuade me 

to come to Chicago 

he tells me stories 

of riding all day on the El 
people-watching. 


Says they come and go 
like it’s a play. 


I want to tell him 
I love his hands 


or maybe I just want to say 


“Slay.” 


But words come and go, 


like people, 


elevated. 
Out of reach. 
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ON My BIRTHDAY 


She gave me 
a ye kite, 
pik fairy wings (cut from cardboard), 


and a pair of rollerskates. 


She said, 

“you put these on, 

wax these, and fly this, 

its almost like being an angel.” 


Ad it was. 


Bt the wind got too strong, 
te Wings got torn up, 
gd. the kite got away. 


(wanted to see the sea.) 


9 I chased it the whole way down. 
ly skates got stuck in the sand, 
sh by the time I got them off 


je kite 

ack itself to the sail of a boat, 

umung like a cut, 

i headed out to the wide open ocean. 


watched, 

gauinched my bare feet in the sand, 
wcugged ragged paper wings and thought, 
Mien and little girls aren’t meant to fly.” 
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OCEAN HOLIDAY 


“Tt’s cold here in winter,” she said, 
rubbed her thin fingers 

and wet her chapped lips. 

I took her south 

away from the snow. 


“You cannot help me dream,” she said, 
and crumbled in her sleep. 


I held her close 


the whole way on the train. 


“T don’t love you still,” she said, 
mouth full of dust. 

She folded into wind. 

I followed her out 

to the sea to stand by her. 


Then she cried, 
said nothing, 
words swallowed. 
I looked away 
and lost her. 
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Dear MaryBeth, 


You wake sunny-side up 
to roses and tomatoes, 
to intact promises. 
Stretch. 

Smile. 

Pour orange juice. 
Where you are, 


is it raining? 


I stood in my 

driveway for half an hour this morning. 
Sun’s coming up, 

slow pink 

along the edges 

of the rhododendrons. 

The air smells like grass, 

lake it did when I was a kid. 


My mom 

keeps some money in a jar 
for emergencies. 

[ think Pll trade it 

for my house-key, 


catch the next train... 


Pa 


SENDING ME HOME 


He sewed up his 
goodbye 
like a pocket 


with a hole in it. 


I guess he was 
afraid 

his heart 
would fall out. 
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WAITING FOR TRAINS 


The map of tracks a puzzle. 
If I put the pieces 
together the right way, 


trains could lead me to you. 


On the Amtrak to Philadelphia, 
bullet-gray and slow with rain, 
I met a man 

who could not sleep 

except on trains. 

His sweater was too big 

and wet. I asked if he was cold. 
“Tt isn’t rest,” 

He winced a grin, 

“But at least I’m getting somewhere.” 
While he slept 

I sketched him 


So he could be still for once. 


On the train from Edinburgh to Inverness, 


creamy with coffee steam, 

I sat backwards 

across from Iain, 

watched the world grind by, 

a blur at first unfolding, 

growing clear with distance. 
Watching his reflection in the glass, 
I did not realize his dying 

4 months later 

would stretch the same way. 


On a silver express from Washington, 
crossing the water of the Chesapeake, 
I wondered 

what it was to be a bird; 


how they distinguished 
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the flash of flowing water 

from the flash of moving metal. 

Were they troubled by human migration 
which made no sense with the seasons, 
or did they only think 

about the way the water 

on that day 

just-so matched the sky? 


On the Train to Cinque Terra, 

worming in and out of mountains, 

I stuck headphones in my ears, 

waited to see the sea. 

I remember when you 

took me to the seaside 

where you grew up. 

You said the only thing you loved about home 
was the way the ocean 

just-so matched the sky. 


On the Train from Munich, 
wrapped in a sweater 

(too big and wet), 

I left two Advent Calendars 
and some postcards. 

I got caught up 

watching 

my father 

watching 


a well-aged woman 
spread mustard on her sausage, 
careful of the bumping train. 


He took a picture of her 
reflection 

sliding across the outside 

to prove to me that things move 
fast and slow 

but don’t stand still. 
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On the Express from Princeton to New York, 
after Europe and a day of rain, 

I noticed that plants will hold sunshine 

for hours, 

and glow through 

the soggy dimness 


of winter afternoons. 


I wonder if you’re somewhere 
glowing. 


si 


GEORGE’S SHIRTS 


I keep crumpled poems 
and crippled bills 

in my back pocket, 

her letters, 


and one key, 

which I lose frequently 
(or think I lose, 

and later find in the door). 


I would remember things better, 

but in my head 

I keep so many maps, schedules, plans 
for fantastic bank robberies, 

so many song lyrics, rollerskates, 

so much of the dust of Shakespeare, 
so much light, 


the colors of ocean and sky, 


that thoughts fall out 
like keys from pockets. 


I hope I never forget myself entirely, 
because I do not have 

a driver’s license, 

and the insides of all my shirt collars 
are labeled, in small letters, “PAPPAs.” 
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